Traces, people and their stories are what fascinate Tina Ruisinger. One such person was her grandfather, the renowned photographer and cameraman Walter Frentz. He inspired her to create her photographic project, the book Faces of Photography, and was later the stimulus for her project “Traces”.
For Faces of Photography, Ruisinger photographed and interviewed fifty of the world’s most renowned photographers – photographers whose pictures were, and still are, famous, but whose faces and personal stories were unknown to most. Ruisinger’s poignant photography, along with each photographer’s personal story and their often inconvenient encounters resulted in an impressive documentary time capsule. Since publication, though, many of the featured photographers have passed on, but their traces remain. 

Her grandfather, Walter Frentz, too, passed away, but his traces were still there. When clearing out his small two-room flat where he had lived, Ruisinger found, beside a lot of trash, one very special object which particularly moved her: his old typewriter sitting on a table with his letterhead paper still at the ready, just waiting to be filled with his words. “Are there traces which bind us with a person?”, she asked herself. And soon thereafter, she found herself in the middle of her next long-term project “Traces”. Ever since, with the help of people who have lost someone dear, she explores the subject of death and the traces which the deceased leave behind. Instead of focusing on their life stories, she concentrates on the visual strength of the single objects left behind – using her own poetic and profound photographic language.

Uncountable people’s achievements, thoughts and stories soon became part of this project. So did Ted Croner, one of the first photographers that she had interviewed and portrayed for Faces of Photography and with whom she had a close friendship until his death in 2005. Croner was in many aspects her mentor and Ruisinger decided to pay homage to him in the Bodrum Biennial in 2013 with “Letter to T.”, a personal memorial. In this special installation, Ruisinger presented not just photographs of his objects, but his actual objects: Ted’s shabby jeans which he wore almost every day and his famous pipe without which he was seldom seen. She also displayed objects from others who had passed on; a wristwatch, a human bone, a doll. More traces from those now gone. 

Since the mid-1990s when Ruisinger had completed her studies at IPC in New York, the world of photography has changed dramatically with the invention of digital techniques and the spread of digital photography via the Internet. Instead of flooding the Internet with photos, too, Ruisinger started to experiment with reduction. She then went on to study curating and questioned even more how a story can be told. How many or how few photos are needed to create a presence, an atmosphere, a feeling or a mood? Can the atmosphere of one place be transported to and re-created in another place? Does one need sound? Smells? Objects? What is the balance needed to recreate atmosphere?

Already with her first project, Ruisinger had successfully tried out the idea of working not only with photos. She had many long and short discussions with the protagonists of Faces of Photography which resulted in rich artistic collages. The “Letter to T.” project created the perfect homage to her mentor: his voice on a Sunday morning, a blend of objects, photographs which recreated his presence; these now became the central focus point for Ruisinger’s installation. 
Since 2014, there have been two more installations which Ruisinger, along with fellow photographer Regula Müdespacher, has created. Both of these installations provided evidence for the theory that less images can be more: “Alluvione” revived a train station atmosphere in Camogli – with still video, muffled background voices, well-used floor tiles and a few tree branches – in an Off Space in Zürich. “We have always lived in a castle” let Zurich Photobastei visitors relive the warm feelings of a lethargic summer afternoon with the hypnotizing wave of a curtain, the rustle of swaying trees, and the soft, yet mesmerizing chirping of cicadas. 
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